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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPoT. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Normand’s 
studios and had a good look at the ‘City pictures’’ they’ve 
painted. King John with the Magna Chartais one, and Dick 
Whittington distributing doles is the other. Enjoyed myself very 
much, and don’t believe I could do better myself, really. Then 
went over to France and heard the ‘‘Gourandophone,”’ an infernal 
machine that enables one to make one’s voice heard a couple of 
miles away without exertion. When all the noises in the world 
are preserved and magnified this will, indeed, be a cheerful sort of 
globe to live upon! 

THE GOURANDOPHONE. 


The thoughtful mind is forced to own 
The advent of another “ phone”’ 

Must fill that mind with some dismay, 
Whoe’er this instrument employs 
Converts the lightest sound to noise— 

It’s disconcerting, I should say, 

To hear it noisily repeat 
One’s secrets through the public street 
And shout love’s whisper miles away ! 


Ran over to Dublin to the Lord Lieutenant’s private investiture, 
where the Earl of Bandon and Lord Clonbrock were made knights. 
(Would just as soon be an Earl or a Lord as a Knight myself, but 
everyone to his taste.) Got down to Knavesmire and saw Jiffy II. 
pull it off for me in the Ebor. Stood myself a dinner. 


Thursday.—Went to a lot of seaside regattas—a regular lot of 
them—Ryde, Lowestoft, Swanage, and soon. All alike, of course, 
and pretty. Also looked in at the Oval and saw them commence 
the end of the season. 


Friday.—Got up at midnight and saw some ‘‘ Hoppers’ trains 
off from London Bridge—it occurred to me that it was a good job 
hops are boiled before they become beer. Heard the Sultan is 
going to have a “‘ Jubilee,” went over and chaffed him, pointed out 
that he has only been on his throne twenty-five years, and so is not 
entitled to more than half. a Jubilee! He looked massacres at me, 
so I thoughtfully retired. Hear the Taff Vale strike is at an end. 


A NO. I VIEW. 
I understand the railway strike 
Is now adjusted nicely ; 
Both sides are winners—if you like, 
Or both have lost—precisely. 
For each it may have been a rout, 
Or triumph simply stunning ; 
But (all I seem to care about) 
The trains once more are running. 


” 
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Took Bugler Dunne down to Osborne to see Her Most Gracious 


again. Later on started H.G.M. over the Solent on her way to 
Balmoral. 
Saturday.—Went and had a look at the partridges—didn’t ‘ go 


” 


out without my gun,” and brought back a brace or two. Then 
hurried over to Aden to welcome Count Waldersee on his way to 
China. Coming back had a chat with the lady swimmer from the 
Danube, who means swimming across the Channel. Oh, the 
(S)women! Made my way round to the Oval and saw the last 
cricket match of the season (so to speak). Now for ‘‘ footer’’ ! 


LE ROI EST MORT, VIVE LE ROI! 


Draw the stumps of cricket, 
Plant the posts of footer, 

Take away the wicket 

Draw the stumps of cricket 
Of them aside be putter, 

Isn’t that the ticket ? 

Draw the stumps of cricket 
Plant the poles of footer. 


Monday.—Took some Colonials from the war down to Windsor 
to see around. All sorts, including ‘‘ Burnham, the scout.” Took 
Sir V. Harcourt down to Middleton-in-Teesdale. He said he was 
‘‘a Liberal without adjectives.” Is he? He should look in at our 
club some night and listen to the adjectives we think belong to him! 
Went and opened the Trades Union Congress for them, and put 
most appropriately ‘‘ Pickles” in the chair. Went down to 
Canning Town for the costers’ ‘“ trading animals’ ’’ show—mostly 
‘‘ mokes,’’ they were, and seemed very glad to see me. 


Tuesday.—Ran over to Paris and helped Prince Urusof hand 
over the Russian Order of St. Andrews to President Loubet. Then 
down to Barnet Horse Fair. Time-honoured, but ‘ fusty” 
gathering, and might be cheerfully dispensed with. 


NOT VERY DAINTY FAIR. 


At Barnet fair, as you’re aware, 
The horse and mare, together, share 
The stolid stare of people there. 
But horses—bare or fat or spare 
Can scarcely wear the slightest air 
Of being rare. 


And I declare— 
If you repair to Barnet, where 
They have their lair—the shifty ne’er- 
Do-weel you dare ; the rowdy’s glare, 
The d——may-care, and chaps who swear 
And cry “ There’s ’air!” at Barnet Fair. 
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Berle Lyvett—— 


WHEN THE STORMY WINDS DO BLOW. 


Edwin (wishing he had led a better life),—‘‘ Ah—er—’njoying yourself, darling ?—ooh !” 
Angelina (trying to remember a prayer).—* Yes, dear—a—ah—very much—oh!” 








| Lady Coroners. 


[Most professions are now open to ladies in America. A lady 
coroner is the latest departure. | 
’Tis Woman’s frequent task to strive 
To sit on men when they’re alive; 
This fancy now is in her head— 
To sit upon them when they’re dead! 


THE demand for the Anglo-Saxon Guide to the Paris Exhibi- 
tion has called forth another edition. Messrs. Boot and Sons 
Limited have availed themselves of the opportunity to include in it 
a complete list of the British awards arranged in alphabetical order. 
A capital guide for the inexperienced visitor, who will find it com- 
prehensive and exhaustive. Ihe maps are excellent. Mr. Starr 
Wood’s humorous drawings deserve better jokes. 


Tommy an’ His Chums. 
(From our VILLAGE PHILOSOPHER.) 


Our Tommy's lots o’ chums, they say, 
Far off in furrin parts, 

They've worked together, night an’ day, 
True comrades, ‘ands an’ ‘arts: 

From Tientsin an’ old Peking 
Their gallant story comes— 

So, mates, we'll make our vuices ring 
For Tommy an’ his chums! 








He's pals with plucky little Japs, 
An’ Yankee lads as well, 

With French Mounseers an’ Rooshan chaps 
The Lunnon papers tell ; 

Together, mates, they've met the foe, 
An’ marched to beat o’ drums; 

So 'ere’s an 'elth, where’er they go, 
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A Cacti SHow of over 200 varieties of Cacti and Succulents from 


To Tommy an’ his chums! 


An’ since united they can fight, 
In peace they'll maybe see 

What ‘eaps o’ wrongs there's still to right 
If only they'll agree : 

May time just draw 'em closer, mates 
(While ancient strife succumbs), 

The future's free United States— 
Our Tommy, an’ his chums ! 


M. J. Farran, LL.A. 


South America, California, Mexico, Cape of Good Hope, and various 
islands is now to be seen at the Westminster Aquarium until the 
15th inst. This will be followed by a Dahlia Show on the 18th, 
19th, and 20th inst. The National Chrysanthemum Society will 
slang first show of the year on the 9th, 10th, and 11th of 
October. 


— 
—————— 
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THE Chinese national dish is said to consist partly of seaweed, 
chopped pork, eggs, shrimps, and onions. When our troops return 
from China they will, doubtlessly, bring with themithe exact recipe 
for this seemingly savoury compound. 
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That to his sad condition the 
Government is quite blind. 
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Lashing British Prisoners. 


(The British prisoners at Nooitgedacht 
declare they were grossly ill-treated, and 
some were lashed with a stockwhip by 
order of Commandant Grobler. } 


VILE treatment like this of our men 
Makes angry flush rise to the brow, 
Though not likely to hap again-— 
We've got the “ whip-hand”’ of ther 


now ! 
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Deferred. 
(‘The Boer executive committee has 

announced its decision; to pay fighting 

men 6s. a day, 3s. of which will be 

deferred till after the war.’”—Vide 

Press. 

‘‘ Hope deferred maketh the heart sick,” 
And likewise will this pay ; 

It strikessme that for§this three ‘‘ bob”’ 
They’ll wait until Doomsday, 

For when the war is done, you bet, 

No back pay will the Burghers get! 
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Both Blind. = 
(Corporal H. Cooper, late of the Duke 
of Cornwall’s Infantry, was shot through 
the head at the battle of Paardeberg and a gi 
rendered totally blind. He has received ee “4 
no pension from the Government. | Ya S b 
Poor fellow ! it must ring his heart egrk tts See y , / 
To lose his sight, then find a a aT Sa eaeeeetete / J 
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“‘ Now, girls, be very careful and don’t splash about, for there is nowhere where we can get 
our complexions put right in this place! ”’ 
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The Siege of Pekin. 


To hold in memory this famed, heroic siege, 
And keep the universal sympathy awake, 

‘Tis now decided that a medal shall be struck 
Bearing the motto, “‘ Men not walls, a city make.” 


In march to Pekin speeding well the last five days, 
The troops were subject to a galling, fearful strain, 
In — heat they march’d through sand, and shadeless 
elds 
Of tall, thin corn, with endless view of glaring grain. 


The gallant Japanese were far the hardiest troops, 
Their cavalry and scouting parties never seemed to rest ; 
They thresh’d the country-side, their outposts on the fianks 
Of foes, thus kept in contact sure, with greatest zest. 


‘Twas near Legation Street and through mid Eastern wall, 
Anglo-Indians entered through the “‘ Shako Gate,”’ 

They thus were first to face sharpshooters’ heavy fire, 
And reach Besieged, as harbingers of happy fate. 


Stone barricades about Legation bounds were built, 
To stand some length of time against Chinese attacks 
On brave defending force, the faméd ‘ heroic band.” 
W:th earth, and sand, were boxes fill’d, and bags, and sacks. 


_A marvellous construction, built in brick and stone, 
The walls and earthworks shielding every foot of space ; 
On porticoes and windows, pillows stuff’d with earth ; 
In walls are niches, marksmen safe, their foes can face. 


A few reliant, most determin’d men withstood 
The forces of the Chinese Capital array’d 
Against their weak contingent, more than fifty days; 
These, midst three thousand shells, were not at all dismay’d. 


Now, o’er Legation Square the flag of Britain waves, 
And missionaries round Bell-tower their praises sing ; 

Jap guns still thunder at the Gate ; and rockets blaze ; 
The voices of Allies in wild rejoicings ring! 


J. H. Oakley. 








The End of the War. 


For the second time annexed, 
The Transvaal realm is ours; 
And quibbling over questions vexed 
Is waste of mental powers. 
We mourn--as mourn we should— 
The long war’s harrowing woes; 
The fearful flow of British blood, 
And the death of fearless foes, 
We do our best, with pitying zeal, 
For widowed wives and orphaned weans ; 
Yet, at the struggle’s end, we feel 
That the end will justify the means! 


’ 


While the writings of ** Pro-Boers’ 
We might—and did—condemn, 
We knew that TRUE as mine or yours 
Were the creeds proclaimed by them. 
Their souls’ beliefs they gave, 
Whoe’er might blame or hiss ; 
And, right or wrong, no patriot brave 
Can compass more than this! 
But now their clamouring’s worse than vain ; 
The ‘‘ has-been” swamps the “ might-have-beens ”’ : 
And all right-minded men maintain 
That the end will justify the means! 


Never has sound reform 
In the races of our earth, 
Without the stress and sturt and storm 
Of ensanguined war, had birth! 
And the coming years will show— 
What Fun has sung before— 
That, a decade hence, our late fierce foe 
Will its ‘“‘ Mother-Land”’ adore ! 
What time a down-grade “‘ State ” new strength 
From strong Britannia’s fostering gleans, 
The bitterest Boers shall own, at length, 
That the end has justified the means! 
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A LAGGARD AT FLIRTING. 
Cecil.—* That’s a pretty girl just passed. Let’s turn back and scrape up an acquaintance.” 


Percy.— Oh, thanks; the joy would kill me!” 


Shifty. 
RUSSIA f= 
WELL, I must be going, 


Good-bye, friends, good-bye! 
With peace overflowing 

From Peking I hie! 
With help of the nations’ 
Most ‘friendly relations ”’ 
The Peking Legations 

To rescue, I came, Sirs! 
Now they’re safe as can be, 
No more “Concert” for me, 
I'll let no Waldersee 

Interfere with my game, Sirs ! 
I'll have no Partition 

Whatever you say ; 
It was on that condition 

I came here to play 





For first-fiddle’s my réle, 
And the band, as a whole, 
Must be ’neath my control 
When the music concerted. 
I decline to sing small ! 
When the Kaiser talked tall— 
Though not worried at all, 
I was highly diverted ! 


FRANCE :— 
What? Going already ? 
Astonished am I— 
I thought you'd stand steady, 
Most puissant Ally! 
But, as you're departing, 
Although I am smarting, 
I too will be starting 
As soon as may be, Sir. 
Though surprised, it is true, 
What you do I will do; 








For, I must say, like you 
I don’t want Waldersee, Sir! 
I seek no Partition, 
Whoever else may— 
My Far Eastern position 
Is safe for to-day. 
If you really must go, 
Very well, be it so, 
I am with you, you know, 
Without asking your reason! 
And with you I will tack, 
I will give what you lack, 
For—TI hope to get back 
What I give, in due season ! 


BRITAIN :— 


Ho, ho! So you’re going! 
What game pray is this ? 
For upon your own showing 
You win though we miss. 
In Manchuria staying 
Your army displaying, 
While we are betraying 
Our Protégés here, Sir! 
To be off is your aim— 
But, if we do the same, 
Well, I fancy the game 
Will soon cost us all dear, Sir! 
I want no Partition, 
Of that pray be sure ; 
That in fact’s the condition 
I meant to secure. 
That condition you break 
Till the North you forsake ; 
If you stay, I must take, 
Say, the South for my share, Sir! 
I am shrewd, you are sly— 
You are strong, so am I— 
Ere conclusions you try 
Well, you’d better beware, Sir! 


GERMANY :— 


Great Scott! Why, he’s going! 
My chance I have missed 
Of gallantly showing 
My new mailéd-fist. 
My plans he’s affected, 
They must all be corrected ; 
It’s too unexpected 
This move of the Bear, Sirs! 
If you say we must go, 
Well we must, that is so— 
But pray what shall I show 
For my diligent care, Sirs! 
I want no Partition— 
That is—er—not much ! 
But this new position 
Is really not such 
That I care for at all— 
I don’t want to sing small 
After talking as tall 
As I really knew how, Sirs! 
Though I set the world humming 
With fifing and drumming, 
And Waldersee’s coming! 
Pray, where am I now, Sirs? 


= 














John Burns asa Policeman. 


(Mr. John Burns, when addressing his 
constituents at Battersea, bundled Mr. 
Cameron and Mr. Astill out into the 
street, remarking, “If we cannot get 
protection from the ones who should 
protect us, we will be our own police 
men.’’] 


WE know that as a boxer, John 
A fairly good name earns ; 
But now he’s proved, when called 
upon, 
A second Bobby Burns! 
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SHIFTY ! 


FRUSTRATION OF GERMANY’S PROJECTS IS UNDERSTOOD TO BE THE CAUSE OF RUSSIA’S RESOLVE TO RETIRE 


FROM PEKIN, 





(For Cartoon Verses, ces page 84.) 
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FUN : SEPTEMBER 11, 1900. 


— ———= 








“J was surprised and grieved,” said Sir William Harcourt 

The “Fun” Club. solemnly, ‘to om that you hel owes Reiteln to be represented 
y at the Sultan’s Jubilee. If pooro adstone had been alive!” 

ane gl “There might not have been any Britain left to be representeq 


Ir was Annexation Night at the Club, and all the great annexers anywhere,” interrupted Lord Halsbury. ‘ When Aberdeen unveiled 
of the three kingdoms were present, carefully watched by emissaries his memorial bust the other day I was thinking—in fact, what | 


? i i i 1 that thought I put into verse, and if you like I will read the effusion!” 
from Scotland Yard. All present were united in their approval th > eal I’m sure,” gasped his colleagues, as they looked at 


svaal had been annexed, and it was confidently asserted 
gat Bobs had also annexed De Wet, and Botha, and Kruger, each other Wer igs - they had been nursing a minor poet al] 
and Steyn, and their followers, and their ammunition, and their guns, the = = yitirn S >, EET Ae 
the war would be within a generation or so of its completion. One t’s only a — p : .* = » ig thon bes n my 
young man offered to bet a hundred to one in Baden-Powell notes childhood, sal ‘ e€ ais rd Re ie into an 
that his grandchildren, if they arrived at a good old age, might attitude previous to reciting g: 
live to see the triumphant return of the South African army. “ Who let the gallant Gordon die ? 
Doubt was generally expressed; but it is a significant fact Who said that Empire was ‘ my eye’? 
that, although Fun generously offered to hold the stakes, Who bowed to Michael Davitt? Why— 
the bet was not taken. The Czar’s declaration that he Mr. Gladstone ! 
was against the Partition of China by anybody but himself “ Who brought about this Afric fray 
was discussed in all its bearings, and it was generally thought that On that far-off Majuba day ’ 
he had thereby displayed a magnanimity worthy of his Hague Tn bis rhetesic mueadiine a , 
reputation ; and it was also the opinion of the Club that it would Mr. Gladstone ! 


be mean to take advantage of his guileless generosity; and a Reso- : 
lution to that effect was passed unanimously, and forwarded to ‘‘ Who feigned to scorn the upper crust ° 


Lord Salisbury and other puzzled Diplomatists. Mr. Ritchie was Who in the illiterate put his trust ? 

heartily congratulated on the Termination of the Taff Vale Strike ; Whose fame is just the fame to bust ? 

it being considered that in stepping aside and allowing Sir W. T. Mr. Gladstone’s ! ”’ 

Lewis to take the lead, the great Conservative author of the “Very good, indeed,” said Lord Lansdowne. “ Like Kipling 
Socialistic County Council had deserved well of his country. Above really—very like Kipling—and Shakespeare ! ” 
and beyond all, the discussions in importance was the sudden « But. talking of the Sultan’s Jubilee,” said Mr. Swinburne, “I 
arrival of the Kaiser, who has been an honorary Member of the Club oniesttend that it has upset William Watson to such an extent 
from its formation. The Mighty Monarch, whois dressy or nothing, that ta declares he will never write another line! ” 

paid his first visit to the Club in the uniform of a British Lord “Thank heaven!” said Mr. Austin, with a sigh of relief. 

Mayor, we aring for headdress the Imperial cap and bells, in honour “ Bye the bye,” said Lewis Morris, ‘I put it into verse, which I 
of the Club President, His advent caused much excitement in shall be delighted to read to you. I call it :— 

souverie Street, the cheers of the populace, in which the Royal and 
Imperial visitor heartily joined, being simply deafening. His ‘OH, THAT JUBILEE! 

Majesty, who seemed greatly excited, was received by the staff on “ The Sultan had a Jubilee, with rockets and with squibs! 

the staircase and conducted to the throne room. And everyone began to run 

‘* Here, I say, you fellows,” exclaimed the great King, when the To call upon his nibs! 

preliminary greetings were over; ‘‘here’s a fine state of affairs! And Mr. William Watson—all in a laurel crown, 
After all the expense I’ve been put to for advertisements to think of Looked down from High Parnassus, and didn’t William frown! 
an evacuation of Pekin being proposed by that blithering—that is, 
I mean, by my heroic brother sovereign the Czar of all the 
Russias | "’ 

“You have our heartfelt sympathies, Sire,’ said Fun; “after 
going all that way, it is rough on you!” 

“Yes, but what annoys me,” cried the angry Potentate, ‘‘ is that 
Waldersee isn't there yet. He tells me he has the greatest 
difficulty in borrowing coals, and the British Authorities are 
charging him two shillings a hundred—a preposterous price! ” 

The Imperial Visitor here began to weep bitterly, so Fun gently 
led him into the Sanctum-Santorum, and a little while after peals lf y 
of laughter told the whole club that the universal Consoler had i Mw: ” iyi |, May 
comforted his Imperial guest in his own inimitable manner. Da Ah ip |e i fh 

‘Seems a bit cut up,” said Lord Salisbury as his Majesty with- feos, See thy Me i pee 
drew. C7 ta Wil ae 

“So would you bein his place,” replied Lord Rosebery. “ Think | 
of the speeches he’s made. Besides, it has made it awkward for all 
of us. I was never more surprised in all my life.” 

* Life is full of surprises !’’ said Mr. Balfour in his best manner. 

‘Poor old Kaiser,” said Mr. Alfred Austin. “I’ve done a bit of 
verse which I willread to you. I call it :— 
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‘ ForLteD AGAIN! But a TimE Wiit Come! 


‘‘ Said Russia: ‘ Let’s march straightaway to Peking!’ 
Said Britain; ‘Just so! a swift march is the thing.’ Wi 
Said France and the Others: ‘ United we're strong !’ i Wi 
Said the Kaiser: ‘ Hoch, hoch! Now we shall not be long!’ wht \ 

‘ A\Wid 


‘Said the Czar: ‘ Let’s bombard, let us butcher, and loot!’ 
Said Britain; ‘Just so! We must go on the shoot !’ ! 
Said France and the Others: ‘ Let’s paint China red!’ | 
‘I'll be with you directly!’ the Emperor said. fH 


6 Said the Czar: ‘ Well—I’ve finished, so now let us go!’ 
Said Britain: ‘Precisely! Exactly! What ho!’ 

Said France and the Others: ‘Our work we have done!’ 
‘Here, I say,’ said the Kaiser, ‘I haven’t begun!’ ” 

‘* But haven’t you got Britain’s part wrong?” said Lord Ro 
bery. “Surely Salisbury won’t be such an—I beg y * 
forgot you were present | " dial anita 

“Don’t mention it!" said the Premier. “But really I don’ i 
- , . : ] . E { on t : i 
know whattodo. Idon’t, indeed. I think I shall selene. and let ps fie ac tee ar 


the Duke have a turn.” “The had 
< wee Z 2 os = . n yo > f i i 5 j S 
“ Heaven forbid !"’ exclaimed the Duke of Devonshire piouslv , ar ur Dame 16 Willie, because T heard sister Sa) she 
piously, quite made up her mind to marry Willy-nilly! ” 
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«Tbe Sultan had a Jubilee, and all was fairy lights, 
The Bosphorus with phosphorus 
Looked very gay 0’ nights. 
And Mister William Watson, he shook his flowing hair, 
And thought of all the songs he’d sung, and didn’t William swear ! 


‘‘ The Sultan had a Jubilee, and everybody praised, 
And all the earth made merry mirth 
And joyous pceans raised, 
But Mr. William Watson to Despots won’t salaam— 
When Kaisers bless the Caliphate our William mutters ‘D——n’’’! 


« And quite right, too,” said Sir William Harcourt, stiffly. 

‘Poor old Harcourt,” said Lord Salisbury. ‘Did you hear what 
he said the other day? He wasn’t a Liberal Imperialist, and he 
wasn’t a Liberal Unionist, he was simply a plain Liberal!” 

‘So he is,” said Mr. Chamberlain, smiling at his reflection in a 
mirror. ‘‘ The plainest Liberal I ever met.” 


«Ah, well,” cried Lord Rosebery, ‘a disappointed man will say 
anything. I did an impromptu on his speech, which I will read to 
you.” 

‘‘Up spake Sir William, brave and bold: 
‘Modernity doesn’t pay ! 

You’ll find me going, as of old, 
Just in the old sweet way. 

Let others join the Union groups; 
Let some Imperial be— 

I still shall lead the Liberal troops, 
You’ll find no change in me! 


“‘T still shall walk the well-worn ways 
That Cobden walked of old— 

To ev’ry wild Gladstonian craze 
I still shall firmly hold. 

No patriotic doubts impede 
My steps—from doubt I’m free; 

A Leader I, who dares to lead, 
Where none dare follow me 
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‘“True,’’ said Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, “ I’ve told him so 
dozens of times. To be a Leader in these days you must be all 
things to all men—in moderation, you know! ”’ 

*T wonder if they will catch Kruger?” said Mr. Goschen, 
changing the subject. ‘I always smile when I think of the poor 
old gentleman sitting in a railway carriage waiting for better 
times.” 

‘Do you remember that old music-hall song, ‘Oh, Mister 
Porter’?” said Lord Lansdowne. ‘‘I did a little parody on the 
chorus. Kruger is supposed to be singing it :— 


‘‘ Oh, Mister Porter, what shall I do? 
' Here’s Buller, French, and Kitchener, 
‘ And Bobs, and Pole-Carew ; 
“Put me on a special as quickly as you can, 
yOh, Mister Porter, what a President I am! ” 


“Not bad!” said Mr. Balfour, “‘ but after all, our thoughts turn 
more to China to-day than to Africa. You know, I’ve dived a good 
deal into the philosophy of things, and I think I’ve found out why 
the Chinese hate the Christians. I believe it’s all owing to Hall 
Caine and Marie Corelli’s novels ! ”’ 

‘You don’t say so!” said Lord Rosebery. 

“I’ve thought that myself,” said Mr. Alfred Austin. ‘ Miss 
Corelli has spoken very rudely of me and my works, still, I bear no 


malice. By-the-bye, I’ve done a verse or two on the subject. I 
call it— | 


‘‘ Ou, THOSE CHRISTIANS ! 


‘* Hall Caine is a classic, I’m sure you'll agree, 
No author of Britain more noted than he ! 
And Marie Corelli’s a writer of fame— 

The people of Britain just worship her name. 


“‘ They wrote of the ‘ Christian ’ this marvellous twain, 
And who shall declare that such writing was vain. 
Through Europe to Asia their fame it was spread— 
Till the Chinaman read, and went right off his head. 


“ « Tf these are true “ Christians,” ’the Chinaman cried, 

‘I rather believe it is time that they died ! 

Caine’s wise, so’s Corelli, and they ought to know ! 

Well, we don’t want ’em here! Hang-em-hi-o! Wot-ho!’” 


At this moment the menu was presented for discussion, and the 
club adjourned. 
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The Motor Car. 


WHEN first I saw a motor car it made me feel quite gay, 

I longed to mount and go with it upon a holiday. 

I cared not for a horse or ‘ bike,” they both of them need toil— 
How easy to sit on a motor car and feed the thing with oil. 


So I went on that motor car, 
With nothing my joy to mar— 

I thought I should smile as I covered each mile 
In my fast little motor car. 


But when I'd changed the madding crowd for green-leaved country 
peace, 

I found my frisky motor car demanded more than grease ; 

For, as we climbed a gentle hill, the motor gave a bound, 

And then my apprehensive ear was tortured by a sound. 


Oh! the sound of a motor car, 
Is a horrible piercing jar, 

And there’s nothing I fear but to suddenly hear 
A remark from a motor car. 


Then far away from friendly aid that motor played its pranks, 
I thought I knew the ways of it, and understood its cranks; 
But all the wiles of women dear are open as the day 

To the base deceiving dodges of a motor car at play. 


How | worked at that motor car, 
And wrestled with lever and bar, 

But as for the smell—-why it made me unwell, 
While I toiled at that motor car. 


At last I reached my journey’s end a soiled and battered wreck, 
Profoundly thankful to return without a broken neck ; 

But vowing, with a solemn oath I ne’er had sworn before, 

That never again I’d mount and go in a motor any more. 


For it barks with a horrid jar, 

And smells like acat, and you are 
Most unwilling to ride or be anyway tied 

To an imp of a motor car, 





Bright, but not Business-like ! 
A HINT TO THE NOVELTY-MONGERS. 


[The latest penny puzzle is a cardboard outline of the Transvaal, 
with the legend “ Find De Wet.” The vendor is obliging enough 
—after allotment of your purchase-money—to give you the answer : 
“De Wet ain’t there!! He’s sloped, as usual!!!’—Vide Daily 
Chronicle.) 

THE gutter-merchant’s ‘ leading lines ”’ 
Enjoy a first-class vogue ; 

And we call the man who them designs, 
A shrewd and humorous rogue, 

Whose ‘ notions,’’ in a general way, 
Are well and truly worth 

The bit o’ bronze we gladly pay 
To get a bit o’ mirth, 

Or for ourselves, or for our kids; 
But the latest brainy elf 

Who for our coppery favour bids 
Has over-reached himself ! 


Working an old, old wheeze—poor chap,!— 
He thinks it smart to set 

Before our eyes a Transvaal map, 
And bid us ‘find De Wet.” 

And, while we haste to homeward trains, 
We buy the thing with joy— 

‘‘ Here’s something that the children’s brains 
Will usefully employ !” 

But our youngsters search three hours in vain, 
And then our wife doth blare : 

‘It’s bed-time now! Come, tell ’em plain— 
Where 1s De Wet? Say, where?” 


Man-like, we own we cannot tell! 
But we put the point, next eve, 
To the hawker who the card did sell ; 
And the answer we receive 
Convinces us that we were wrong 
Such a “hollow fraud” tobuy! .. . 
So let the moral of our song 
To our peddling friends apply. 
Let all men know, who toys design 
To be from “trays” purveyed, — 
That, though cLAssIC TRICKINESS is fine, 
It’s ruinous to THEIR TRADE! ! 
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“On Things in Genera)” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHERwomay, 


Lorp Roserts ‘as offishally annexeg 
the Transvaal, wich looks very much 
like the ‘‘ beginnin’ of theend.” The 
Boers are all scattered like a flock of 
frightened sheep, though there’s more of 
the wolf than the sheep in their nachur. 
I bet Tommy will be jolly glad to get 
‘ome agin, for “tommy” ’as been 
mighty scarce in some parts, 

Of all the ridickerlus things I’ve ever 
’eard, I think the proposal that the 
Allies shoud withdraw from Pekin is the 
most absurd ; we shoud ’ave to do all 
LY, the wurk over agin, in my opinion, for 
a BN) I don’t beleave the Chinese are ’arf. 
a A WY cowed yet. It seems to me that the 
ON "5 Powers are afraid to speak their minds 
. for fear of offendin’ one anuther, an’ I 
also think that Russia is up to some 
game or other with its dear old pal, 
Li Hung Chang, who is a sort of 
Chinese Kruger, only a bit more wily 
than Oom Paul. 

It’s very bad noos about the plague at 

Py) Glasgow. We've got war enough, ’eaven 

Y Uy} knows, an’ now we’ve got pestilence on 

BN) AR the top of it! ‘‘I’ope it won’t spread 

om \// SSS any more,” as the man sed wen ’e foul 
ae ; on ’is fat wife’s face. 

A French skientist ses ’e ’as diskovered 
wot ’e calls the “‘ master microbe.” It 
appears that this plesunt creature ’as 
the germs of every known disease in its 
pretty little karcase, an’ all you’ve got to 
do is to be inokulated with it wen you're 
a kid, an’ you'll allus ’ave good ’ealth, 
Now, I wants to know ’ow I’m to become 
a kid again, as I shoud like to ’ave the 
‘master microbe’s ” aid to good ’ealth. 

I was glad to read that the French 
Goverment ’as stopped the use in public 
schools in France of M. E. Maréchal’s 
‘istory, wich, so a clever friend tells me, 
is full of libels agin the British nation. 
Of course, the yung Frenchies suck this 
nonsense into their ’eads, an’ grow up 
with the idear that we ort to be swept 
off the face of the earth. But there’s 
one thing wantin’, an’ that is to find the 
sweeper ! 


RECEPTION BY THE LORD MAYOR OF THE INSTITUTE OF The latest is that ‘the poor clergy are 


getting poorer.’’ This ort not to be; it 
ST ee ee appears that some of the curates are 


The Lord Mayor.—‘: Here’s the latest telegram !”” ’arf-starved. ’Ow can you ’xpect a man 
Chorus of Journalists.—‘‘ Add this to it!” to look after other people’s souls properly 
wen ’is own pore body is cryin’ out for 
elp ? 


AN DERSON’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
“ - SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leathe 
” TAN GLOSS, or _— 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to weal 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S g00ds, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FIN SBURY, LONDON, E.C:. 











ee ee 


bi ow 
& ‘ . ~ - * ae = = 
edith iia nota ok oo ee 
‘“ Fe 3 s 
oe ae 


aa 


“4 ae et pea pots 
eae ores 2S 


» 
ew . > 
/, ; 
BF : 
7 ‘ 
3 -_ F] 
ra es wy : 
- “i 
La : Fr 
a4 s Baw 
4 * Be 
ch 
> B ae 
cs : J 
: . " pore. 
‘ Bias ; 
Ga. oi o 
7 4 " 
4 wy 
Fh bp 
» laa 
; Pe 
\ & 
a q 
. ra 
‘ ae 
‘ sas 
Yes | 
, ae 
7 
Shia °f 
# ; or 
na in 
‘ ; 
%, ' 
2 ta 
) i | 
a 
el an 
ri Ee tat 
a 
* 




















